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whole case ridiculous," they said. "For the two principals to get
together like this is outrageous."
Upon their advice I sought out Charlton that evening and said:
"We had better come to an agreement. You shouldn't have let me pay
for your lunch. It seems to have knocked things edgewise."
He saw the point. I don't think he was anxious to appear in court.
He withdrew his action in writing. But for years afterwards I was
paying off the bill run up by Lewis and Lewis out of my royalties,
The Street of Adventure went on selling year after year, decade after
decade. It is still selling, although it must seem archaic to the younger
generation when they read of my characters going about in hansom
cabs. But somehow it appeals because of a youthful spirit in it, and its
story of newspaper life behind the scenes. It was meant as a dread
warning to journalistic aspirants, but I am told that it has lured great
numbers of young men to Fleet Street where afterwards, no doubt, they
have cursed my name.
16
THE ROYAL POET
During one of my free lance periods I earned some easy money with
the Daily Graphic, then quietly approaching its end. The editor asked
me to suggest a ^ood subject for letters from readers. Their con-
tributions would cost nothing, and if the series were successful I should
be paid at the rate of two guineas a column. I suggested "Curiosities of
Coincidence", and sat down to write to many famous people in Who's
Who asking if they had had any interesting and unusual coincidences in
life. I enclosed a penny stamp for reply. Now it was astonishing that
most of them had had the most astounding coincidences and were
pleased to narrate them at some length. To this day I find it hard to
believe some of them, which were fantastic. The long arm of coincidence
seems to stretch very far. But it provided most entertaining reading,
afterwards put into a book, and I drew two guineas a column to the
great satisfaction of the butcher, the baker, the tailor, and the grocer,
whose bills were promptly paid. Miraculous as it may seem, never once
did we get into debt, owing to the household economy of Agnes who
had a horror of unpaid bills.
About this time, when our little house in Holland Street was still a
rendezvous of pleasant people, I made friends with a very high old bird*
and it used to amuse me to take tea from my poverty round the comer
with the Duke of Argyll in Kensington Palace* He was the husband of
Princess Louise, daughter of Queen Victoria, and he liked a good talk